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sit down at the common table as in former times, like a
single, friendly family, but like people who happened to find
themselves together by chance.
The war was the cause of it all: Pantaleimon realised that
well enough.  Dunia was annoyed with her parents because
they had robbed her  of the hope  of marrying Mishka
Koshevoi, the one man whom she loved with all the intensit^
of her virgin passion.   With her native secrecy Natalia was
silently and deeply suffering because of Gregorys latest
entanglement with Aksinia.   Pantaleimon saw it all, but he
could do nothing to restore the old order in his family.   In
very deed, after all that had occurred he could not give his
consent  to his  daughter's  marriage  with  an  inveterate
Bolshevik; and besides, what use would it be if he did consent,
seeing that the devil of a bridegroom was dashing about
somewhere at the front, and in the Red Army into the
bargain !   The same applied to Gregor:  if he hadn't been
wearing an officer's uniform Pantaleimon would have dealt
properly with him i    He would have dealt with him so
thoroughly that afterward Gregor would not  even have
squinted at the Astakhovs' yard.   But the war had messed
up everything, and robbed the old man of the possibility of
living and ruling his house as he desired. The war had ruined
him, had robbed him of his former zest for work, had taken
his elder son from him, had brought discord and disorder
into his family. It had passed over his life like a storm over
ripened wheat; yet even after a storm the wheat rises again
and is beautiful under the sun, but now the old man could
not rise. He mentally let everything slide.  So be it {
Dana cheered up alter receiving her award from the hands,
of general Sidorin. She returned excited and happy from the
square. Her eyes glittering, she showed Natalia the medal.
" What have you got that for ? " Natalia asked in amaze-
ment.
" That's for my cousin Ivan Alexievich, may he rest in
peace, the son of a bitch ! And this is for Piotra." With a
flourish she unfolded the packet of crackling Don credit
notes.
But even then Daria did not go out to the fields.
Pantaleimon wanted to send her out with food, but she
flatly refused:
me be, father, Fin worn out after the journey/*